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Go thou to Rleha»'d,and gobd A&gth gatik thee, 

Go thou to fanftujrie,good thoughts poffcflTc thcc^ 

1 to my grauewhere peace andreft lie with me, 

Eightic odde yeares of forrow haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a wccke of tecne. 

The Trumpets foUnd^Snter Richard crowned Bucking. 
hetm,Cat'esby with other Nobles. 

K>ug. Stand all apart. Cofcn of Buckingham, 
Giucmcthy hand: Here he afcendeth 

Thus high.by thy aduice the throne. 

And thy afliftance is king Richard feated: 

But (hall we weare thefe honours for a day? 

Or (hall they lad, and we reioice in them? 

Buc. Still liue they, and for for cuer may they laft. 

King Ri. O Buckingham,now do I play the touch, 
Totrieifthou be currant gold indeed: 

Young Edward lines : thinke now what I would (ay,. 
Buc. Say on my gratxous foueraigne. 

King. Why buckingham,! fay 1 would be king. 

Buc. . Why fo you are my thrice renowmed 1 iegc. 
King. Ha : am I king i tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc. True noble Prince^ 

Kt»g. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward dill (hould line true noble prince. 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull: 

Shall I be plainefl wilh the baftards dead. 

And I would haue itfuddenly perfqrmde. 

What faift thbWfpeake fuddcnly be breefe. 

Buc. Your grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou art all yce.thy kindnelle fteefeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they (hall die ? 

Buc. Giue me feme breath .fomclittlcpiufcmy Lord# 
Before I pofitiuelic fpcake herein : 

1 will refoliie your grace immediatlie. 

Cattf. The King is adgi ie,fee,he bites the lip» 

Kmg. I will conucrft with iron witted foolcs 
And Vnrefpe&iue boies,ndneatc forme 


of Richard the third. 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circurafpeft. 

B oy. My Lord. 

King. Knoweft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a dole exploit of death. 

Boy. My lord, I know a difeontented gentleman, 

Whofc humble meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Golde were as good as tvvcntic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any, thing. 

Kmg. Whatis his name? 

Boy. HisnamemyLordjisTirrell. 

Ktng.Go call him hither prcfently. 

The deepercuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (halt be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde 

And (lops he now for breath? Enter Darby. 

How now, W hat ne wes with you? 

*D*rby . My Lord, I heare the Marquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond , in thole prts beyond the fcas where he 
abides. 

Kmg. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad, 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like todie, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe: 

Enquire me out fomc meane borne gentleman. 

Whom I will mari ieftraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is fsolifli.and I feare not him: 

Looke how thou dieamft : I fay againe,giuc out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it (lands me much vpon 
T o flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mult be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glaflc, 

Murther her brothers,and then marrie her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine.butl am in 
So far re in bloud, that fin pluckc on fin, 

T care falling pittie d wels not in this eye. Enter Terrel, 

Is thy nameTirfelh 

T ir . lames Tirrell and your moil obedient fubiefl. 
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